you. Isn't it, Ainger? I can remember some of
the tales you've told.

AINGER : There's a damned sight too much of
that sort of talk In the school and I'm going to

drop on It all I can.

VINING : Well, you can leave me out of your
prayer meetings if you don't mind. Here, Milner,
who's that kid, peeping in ? (Crosses to window.)

MILNER (out of window] : Here . . . you . . . what
do you mean by It ? 'Strewth, it's Cope !

VINING (up to door centre} : Cope, is it ?

MILNER (out of window) : Cope !

COPE (off) : Yes, Milner.

MILNER : What are you doing there ?

COPE : Please, Milner ,. .

VINING : Gome inside , . * we want you.

MILNER : Cope, your presence is urgently
desired. . . . Scrimshanking, the little tic. That's
all you get for your leniency, Ainger.

WOOBLEY : What's up ?

MILNER : Ainger let him off washing up because
he said he was in T.B.

\A knock on the door.
VINING : Entray, Mossoo.
ICopE comes in frightened.
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